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Rehearsals for the Beast on the Road Tour - February M8Z 

"Fuck, Bruce! Watch that fing!" 

Bruce shrugged and grinned. “Sorry, Harry, didn't mean to hit you." 

"Right, sure you didn't" Steve rubbed his shin, glaring. 

Bruce gave him his best innocent look. "Really, Harry. It's just that with my monitors center now...” 


"Right, just by chance you swing round and smack me wif it" 


Bruce shrugged again. No, it wasn't by chance. He'd purposely had the crew get him a mic stand with longer 
legs on it for just that reason. He was the singer, the frontman. He belonged center stage. And the faster 
Harry learned that, the quicker he'd stop having bruised shins. 


Ignoring the still muttering bassist, Bruce raised an eyebrow at Dave, Adrian and Clive. "Well, shall we go on?" 


Steve's eyes bored into the back of Bruce's head. One day he was going to push too far. And then he'd find out 


just who was really in control. 


Beast on the Road Tour - May 1182 

Steve cursed, peeling the spandex off and studying his legs. Mottled bruises covered his shins, curling around 
to his calves, some marked by a darker line where the leg of the stand had made actual contact with his skin 
Instead of getting better, it had only gotten worse in the three months they'd been on the road, Bruce using 
the mic stand as a weapon every time they got near each other at the front of the stage. He'd been the one 
going center since the band had been formed, his monitors had been there for him to prop his foot on. Now 


they'd been moved outside Bruce's and he was still drawn to the middle. 


And getting smacked with a piece of metal damn near every fucking time. 

And he'd talked, in fact he'd talked until he was blue in the face and Bruce just kept giving him a less than 
sincere apology and a promise to try to be more careful. Next night, next show and by the second song he 
was already sporting fresh marks. 


"Those look painful, Harry." 


"Just a bit, Davey." Steve was about to go on when the object of his pain and frustration barged into the 


dressing room. 

"Brilliant show! Bloody fantastic!" 

"Look at me fucking legs, Bruce!" 

Bruce gave them a cursory glance. "Well, | keep telling you not to get so close!" 
"Bollocks! Yer doing it on fucking purpose!" 


"Oh really Harry, stop being so bloody paranoid!’ Bruce rolled his eyes dramatically. "Oh look, here comes Harry, 
let me wait, wait, ah! He's in range! Fire!" 


Davey and Adrian both cracked up, despite the black look from Steve. "Wouldn't surprise me in the slightest, 


Bruce." 


‘Oh Harry, | am wounded." Stripping, Bruce grabbed a towel and headed for the showers. "It will haunt me in my 
sleep tonight" 


Grinding his teeth, Steve stared after him. 

Every night. 

Every show. 

Another argument in the dressing room, angry silence on the bus afterwards, the two barely exchanging a 
word that wasn't either snarled or waspish. The tension was telling on the whole band, except for onstage, 


where the music was still the main thing and all differences put aside for the good of the fans. 


The battle was escalating though, and the others were having serious concerns that before long their singer 


and their bassist would stop screaming and instead be rolling on the floor beating the hell out of each other. 
And then it happened. 


The cities were all starting to blur together, the road between them a long black line of nothingness except the 


stench of the bus and the fuel and the building cloud of anger that hovered over them, 
Bruce and Steve had their usual onstage encounters, but tonight there had been one difference. 

Didn't seem like much, but to them, it was the straw that snapped the camel's back in two. 

Steve had been on the drum risers and had jumped off, running for the front of the stage to prop his foot up 
and shoot the crowd, a gesture the fans were starting to scream for from him, a little touch they seemed to 


think of as Steve "Harry" Harris' own. 


It mid stride he had felt the all too familiar crack on his shin of the leg on Bruce's mic stand as the singer 


spun. 
Only this time he saw Bruce was watching. 


And had timed it just right, almost causing Steve to go down, only the reflexes developed from years of 
football enabling him to stay on his feet. 


And for the rest of the show Steve watched him, the normally intense but friendly dark brown eyes slitted 
and angry. Bruce felt the stare, an itch between his shoulder blades that he couldn't scratch, using Davey and 


Adrian as buffers between himself and the incensed bassist. When they came off between the main set and 
the first encore, Bruce ducked away, keeping himself surrounded by crew and avoiding the burning gaze, 
pretending he had no idea of anything wrong. 


And low in his stomach he felt a curl of something. An anticipation. Even a little fear. 
He liked it. So much so, in fact, he could feel his cock getting hard. 


When the time came to go back out he purposely crashed into Steve as he ran onto the stage, strong bodies 
hitting together and sliding off in a shower of sweat. And for the first encore and the second they stalked 
each other, using every chance to slam against one another, the crowd going insane at the playfulness of the 


two. 
But they weren't playing. 


The pain that radiated out from each blow wasn't anything playful. The bared teeth and the murderous glares 


weren't in fun. 


The fact that Davey and Adrian huddled back at the drum risers and watched to be sure they never got too 


close showed how serious it was. 
And when the last note was swallowed and absorbed by the screams of the fans. 
And the band went to the front of the stage to take their bows. 


Steve shoved Adrian aside and threw his arm around Bruce's shoulders and leaned close, speaking just loud 


enough for him to hear. 
"Yer arse is mine." 


Bruce's cock jumped in his pants. 


Shoving crew and VIP's and anyone who was foolish enough to step into his path out of his way, Bruce tore 
through backstage, planning on getting in the dressing room and out before Harry even got close. He wasn't 
afraid -- well, maybe he had pushed it a bit too far -- but the reaction he had to Steve's hissed threat 
worried him more than the rest. He didn't know what the response of the band would be to find that he was a 
little more ‘open’ than they. 


A quick look around and his eyes lit on his bag. Hurrying to it, he snatched it up and swung it over his 
shoulder. Now, if he could just... 


Turning, he froze in his tracks. 
Steve. 
Standing in the open door. 


Arms folded over his chest. His bare chest. Somewhere between the stage and the dressing room he'd taken 


off his shirt. Already dark eyes blackened with rage. 
Bruce sighed and dropped his bag. "Harry, it was an accident..." 
The snarl that came a second before Steve launched himself made it clear he didn't believe Bruce at all. 


Bruce had no time to brace before Steve's body crashed into his, his shoulder striking Bruce square in the 
chest, both of them hitting the floor and rolling several times before Bruce managed to shake himself free and 
jump to his feet. Steve leapt up as well, again taking the incentive and boring in, this time with fists cocked and 


flying. Bruce ducked the right hook but the left jab caught him in the side of the head, his bellow of pain 
followed by a fist aimed for Steve's jaw. 


Trading punches, they danced around the room, ignoring the cries and pleas of Davey, Adrian and Clive to break 
it off. A solid right from Bruce caught Steve in the stomach, bending him for a moment before he dove back 
in, again knocking Bruce to the floor. Steve blocked the attempt at as Bruce tried to twist them around, landing 
a hard right to Bruce's jaw and drawing back for another when Bruce suddenly arched his body, knocking Steve 
off balance and allowing Bruce to turn him onto his back, ending up on top, both men grasping at sweat 


covered skin, trying to gain the advantage. 


Hands from above tried to catch them, slipping off as they squirmed and twisted, first one on top and then 
with a mighty effort the other taking the dominant pose, rolling and thrusting and panting until Davey managed 
to get his arm around Bruce's throat, throwing himself backwards and dragging Bruce with him, Adrian and 
Clive pinning Steve, all five shouting and swearing. 


Bruce ripped himself away from Davey and scrambled to his feet, grabbing his bag and storming out to the 
bus. 


Steve jumped up as soon as Adrian and Clive let go, stalking toward the showers without speaking. 


Exchanging worried looks, the other three began to slowly undress, wondering what the forced closeness on the 
bus would bring about. 


Bruce chewed his lip, waiting for the rest of the band to board the bus. He had used the tiny shower, 


shivering under the cold water but unwilling to go back inside. Dressed again, he had debated between crawling 


into his bunk and staying there or taking a seat and waiting to see what would happen, deciding he would rather 


have the room to maneuver if need be than being trapped in the cubicle. 


He wasn't happy about the fight. It was never good when two band members came to blows. And if he was 
honest, he had been pushing Harry's buttons since the tour started. 


What bothered him most though was wondering if Harry had noticed. 
The feel of the long lean body pinning him to the ground, the smell of sweat and anger and Harry... 


Even the icy water of the shower hadn't been enough to make his cock soften fully. If it wasn't for the fact 
he was half afraid someone would come on the bus and walk in on him, he'd have wanked himself raw. With a 
quiet groan, Bruce shifted in his seat, trying to find a more comfortable position for himself and his cock, 
trapped inside his jeans. Deciding he would be better off in his bunk where at least no one would be able to 
spot his hardon, he got up and headed toward the back, passing Davey and Adrian's bunks, then Clive's, stopping 


in the aisle between his and Steve's. 


Bruce looked toward the front of the bus. No one. Stuffing his bag through the curtain, he turned and opened 
the drape that covered Steve's, his eyes searching. Nothing, just his pillow and blankets. Crouching, casting 
furtive glances up the aisle, his ears straining to hear the whisper of air that would tell him the door had 
been opened, he unlatched the door that hid the storage under the bunk and peered inside. 


Several books, a journal -- pity he didn't have time to get a look at that -- and a canvas bag that contained... 
Pulling it out, Bruce quickly untied the strings and opened it. 

Clothes. 

The ones Steve had worn while they were traveling yesterday. 


Shoving his hand in, Bruce pulled out the Tshirt and leaned back, shoving it past the curtain and dropping it on 
his bed. He tied the bag, sweat now running down under his arms and beading on his forehead, shaking with the 
whole wanton wrong of it all. Thrusting the bag back, he closed the storage bin and adjusted the drape before 
yanking back the curtain on his own bunk and diving in. Kicking his bag to the end of the bed, he popped open 
his jeans, reaching in and tugging his cock free, bringing Steve's shirt to his face and smelling the soap and the 


sweat. 


Smearing the precome that was already leaking from the tip, he wanked himself with fast, hard strokes, 
fighting to keep as quiet as he could, muffling the sounds of his breathing in the shirt clutched to his face. 
Darting his tongue out, he imagined the taste of Harry's flesh, the strength of his hands as he forced Bruce 
to his knees, holding him there with a fistful of hair as he unbuttoned his jeans, easing the zipper down and 


freeing his cock 


Bruce nearly groaned, biting back the sound at the last possible moment, his hand a blur on his cock. 


He felt Steve's cock slap his face, the head leaving long wet trails on his skin until Steve tapped it against his 
lips, yanking his hair and making him cry out. A quick thrust of his hips and his cock filled Bruce's mouth, the 
taste of him strong and salty on his tongue, his hips ramming forward to force the head down Bruce's throat, 
fucking his mouth brutally, telling him what a bitch he was, what a slut, how he owned him until... 


Bruce's hips bucked up off the bed, thick streams of come spewing from the head of his cock and falling 
across his chest, down over his stomach, his hand milking and squeezing as he gasped and shuddered, feeling 
the last bit ooze from the slit and slide down onto his fingers. 

The sound of voices made him start, sitting up and frantically searching for something to wipe his hand on, 
hearing them get closer as Davey and Adrian came toward the back of the bus. Bruce licked the come from 
his hand, skinning his shirt off and balling it up with Steve's, shoving them both under his pillow and flopping 
back, hurriedly stuffing his cock back in his jeans and closing the fly. 

Tucking his arms behind his head, he struggled to get his heartbeat and breath under control, letting out a 
sigh of relief when he realized the voices had stopped in the lounge area. More rapid footsteps and the sudden 
yank of a curtain being pulled back, followed by a soft thump as someone dropped on their bunk made him 
stiffen again. 

Steve. 

The engine roared to life, Bruce closing his eyes and blowing out a long breath. 

They were all on the bus and everything was quiet. Maybe Steve wasn't... 

The curtain to his bunk was ripped back, Steve's face suddenly looming over him. 

"We aren't finished wif this." Steve started to draw back and then stopped, frowning as he sniffed the air. A 
feral grin spread over his face, his eyes meeting Bruce's for a moment before he pulled the rest of the way 
out and shut the curtain. 

Bruce covered his face with his hands and groaned. 

He knew. 


He never said a fucking word, but he knew. 


And he made sure Bruce knew he knew. 


He showed him he did every day, every night, every waking moment. 


Onstage, where he'd taken to coming up to Bruce and leaning against him, flashing him a smile and letting his 
wet skin slide over Bruce's. Or he'd come up and turn his back, pressing their arses together and tipping his 
head back so the long tendrils of hair would tickle Bruce's shoulder. By the time the show was over Bruce 
would be in agony, his cock aching, his balls so full and heavy that every detail was on display, prompting 


amused comments and needling from the rest of the band and the crew when the photos would appear. 
It was clear enough to tell his bloody religion 


And offstage. Photo please, Bruce and Steve? Sure! And he'd throw his arm around Bruce, or even worse tuck 


in against his back, making sure his crotch was pressed to Bruce's arse. 
Instant hardon? 

Just add Harry. 

The bus was a nightmare. 


He'd lay in his bunk in abject misery, his hands curled into fists, his body screaming for relief as Steve wanked, 
taking his bloody sweet time, drawing it out until Bruce was grinding his teeth to keep from screaming. And 
then with a long, shaky groan, he'd come, sighing his release and then throwing back the curtain and rising 
from his bunk to pad to the loo, sometimes leaving his half hard cock on display, the tip dripping with come. 


And sometimes he'd leave the curtain open just enough for Bruce to watch his hand on his cock. 
But the worst moment? 


Was coming into the dressing room from the shower and seeing a girl on her knees, hair twisted in his fist, his 
hips moving slowly as she sucked his cock. Bruce had nearly staggered back; the sight alone was shocking for 
he rarely made use of the offers which presented themselves, trying to stay faithful to his girlfriend, keeping 


a promise he made. 


But when he lifted his head and stared into Bruce's eyes, thrusting a little deeper, a little faster, Bruce had 
nearly come on the spot. His chest was bare, the hair still matted with sweat, his hair curling from the 
dampness, beads of sweat winding their way down his torso and into his groin. His spandex tights were pushed 
down to the top of his thighs, the strong curves of his arse flexing as he fucked her mouth, eyes narrowing 


as his movements sped up, his gaze never leaving Bruce's. 


Bruce wouldn't have been able to move unless Davey hadn't crashed into his back as he ran from a towel 
snapping Adrian, breaking the stare and sending a very flustered Bruce out of the room as if his feet were on 


fire. 


His cock hadn't gone down for hours. 


And when it finally did, he was making his way to the lounge and Steve was suddenly there, forcing his way 
past, pressing Bruce against the side of a seat and rubbing his crotch over his arse, a barely perceptible 
hesitation when he was against the cleft, several quick, hard snaps of his hips forcing a groan before Bruce 
could control it. A quiet laugh in a burst of hot breath over his neck and Steve was gone, leaving him clinging 


to the seat, his cock aching and stiff all over again. 


He didn't know how much more he could take. 


Two 
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A month. It had been a bloody month. A month of torture, of drawing him to the edge and then shoving him 
back until the thought of Harry alone was enough to send him frantically searching for the nearest dark 
corner, cock in hand, wanking furiously. 

And now Harry avoided him. 

Onstage if Bruce went near him he'd run to the other side, hair flying, headbanging and having fun with the 
crowd until Bruce got too close and then off he'd go again. At the end of the concert he would make sure to 
have at least one person between him and Bruce, not even his fingers resting anywhere on Bruce's skin 
Photo sessions? 


Again, stick a guitarist or two, maybe a drummer between 


And on the bus, if he saw Bruce coming toward him he'd either flop into a seat to make sure he was out of 


the way or squeeze himself past, managing to avoid any part of him coming in contact. 

And if he was wanking, he was doing it in the privacy of the loo, denying Bruce even that. 

If what was going on before had been torture, this was Hell. 

He found himself going out of his way to try to get near him. Eating in a restaurant, if Harry would ask for 
something Bruce would try to brush his fingers, just to have something. If Bruce asked and it was near Harry, 
he'd ignore the outstretched hand and set it on the table, his eyes not even looking in Bruce's direction 

And rooming together was out of the question 

Bruce had begged and pleaded, not that Clive was a bad bloke but still. 

I+ had all fallen on deaf ears. 

He had even gone so far as to go to Steve's room one night, knocking on the door and nearly screaming in 


frustration when he didn't answer. And Bruce knew he was in there, he could hear the telly and the sounds of 


movement. 


But Harry ignored him 
And left him desperate for anything. 


And it was starting to show. He had heard a few whispered comments. What's wrong with Bruce? He's mooning 
around like a love struck puppy. He's upset because Steve isn't talking to him. 


But he was talking to him, at least when he had to. 

He just wouldn't look at him. 

Or touch him. 

And no number of groupies would ease the ache. 

Something had to give. 

And if it didn't give soon he was going to get down on his knees and beg. 

Onstage if he had to. 

Sometimes days off are just what you need. 

Other times they're the last. 

When the only relief you get is the chance to openly watch him onstage, knowing that for the next two days 
you are doomed to being avoided, ignored and treated as if you didn't exist its the last fucking thing you want 
to hear. 

And they'd be staying in a hotel in the city they'd be playing next. 

And somehow, again, Bruce ended up alone in a room. 

Or so he thought. 

He had just finished unpacking the few things he had brought in from the bus when the door opened and Steve 
walked in, paying him no mind at all when he dumped his bag on the bed and went into the bathroom, closing 


the door behind him. Bruce stared at the closed door, his mouth hanging open. 


He barely had time to avert his eyes when the door opened and Steve walked out, going to the bed and 
unzipping his bag, pulling out shaving gear, shampoo and conditioner, carrying them back through and setting 


them on the sink before coming back and unpacking his clothes. Still ignoring Bruce, he opened a drawer and 
dumped everything in, shutting it with a bang and going back to the bag, removing toothbrush and toothpaste 
and other toiletries, taking those in the bathroom as well and setting them next to the rest. 


Back into the bedroom, the bag tossed onto a chair and Steve dropped on the bed, stretching out and tucking 
his hands behind his head and closing his eyes. 


"We're rooming together?" 
Steve never opened his eyes. "Looks like it." 


"Oh." Bruce's brain went into overdrive, looking for another sentence that didn't involve anything about the fact 


his cock was complaining about being trapped in his tight jeans. "Want to get some dinner?" 
Its ten in the morning, Bruce. | don't fink they're serving dinner yet." 


"Oh" Bruce finished putting his things away and went to take a seat on the edge of his bed, gnawing his lip and 
thinking. 


Steve yawned, one hand stealing down and scratching lightly at his balls. 
Bruce didn't quite catch the groan 

Steve's head turned very slowly, his eyes opening. 

Bruce felt the blood rush to his face. 

Steve shook his head, his expression one of disgust and disbelief. 


Bruce dropped his head, wishing the floor would open up and swallow him. He heard Steve get to his feet, his 
vision filling with the bottom of the legs of Steve's jeans and his trainers. There was nothing he could think of 
to say. Nothing that would.. 


The pain of a hand twisting in his hair and viciously yanking his head back made him yelp, his eyes tearing, his 
knees crashing to the floor as he was dragged from the bed. His hands came up and gripped Steve's thighs, 
fingers digging into the muscles as Steve backed up, forcing him to crawl in order to keep the hair from being 
ripped from his head. 


He couldn't see through the tears that leaked from his eyes, small whimpers escaping his throat as he tried 
to get to his feet, a hard jerk from Steve slamming him back on his knees. A twist of Steve's wrist and he 
was suddenly sprawled face first on the tiles that made up the bathroom floor, a sharp kick to his legs making 
him draw them up toward his chest as he rolled onto his side. The door slammed, leaving him alone in the 


darkness, reaching a tentative hand up to touch his tender scalp, dragging his arm over his eyes to rid himself 


of most of the tears, unsure of what this all meant. 
And sure that his cock liked it. 
A lot. 


He had no idea how long he laid there. The tile warmed under him, but the coldness stayed within him, his mind 
frantically flipping through possibilities of what could happen when he opened the door. He didn't even get up to 
turn on the light, half out of fear that the door would open and Steve would continue would come storming in 
and the other half out of fear that he wouldn't. 

What did this mean? 

Would he walk out and find he was no longer a part of Maiden? 

Would he walk out and find Steve had told the rest of the band about his reaction? 

He closed his eyes, fighting back the waves of emotions that crashed down even thinking about that. The 
snickers, the pointed looks, the whispers..and on top of it all Steve's disgust and distaste at even being around 
him. Would he not know until the next show when he walked into the dressing room and found that no one 


would change in front of him? That he would be ostracized from the band, treated like a pariah? 


Rolling up onto his arse, he drew his knees up and wrapped his arms around his legs, dropping his head to rest 


it on his knee. 

You've fucked up royally this time, Dickinson, 

And there's no way out. 

Except through that door. 

And whatever waits for you on the other side. 

Forcing himself to his feet, Bruce fumbled in the darkness for the door handle, taking several slow, measured 


breaths before turning it and pulling the door open, blinking at the sudden brightness that stabbed his eyes. He 


stepped forward, peering around the room. 
Nothing. 


Or more importantly, no one. 


Rubbing his palms on his thighs, Bruce left the bathroom and went to his bed, curling up in the middle and 


wrapping his arms around a pillow. No sign of Steve. His bag was still here, but the man himself was gone. 


And despite all his fears and trepidations, Bruce was disappointed. 


At some point his body demanded he move. Food, water, a different position -- anything -- but he had to get 
up. Unwilling to face anyone, he listlessly studied the room service menu, calling down and placing an order, 


sitting and staring into space until there was a knock on the door. 


Letting the waiter in, he waved his hand when he was asked where to place the food, signing the bill and sitting 
down at the desk, forcing himself to take several bites before the churning in his stomach made him run for 
the bathroom, bending over the toilet and throwing up the little he'd eaten, his body continuing to rebel until 
the violent spasms were drawing nothing but air. The retching tore at his throat, pain lancing through it he 
struggled to bring it under control. 


A hand touched his back, his hair gathered and held back from his face. 


The scent of a familiar combination of soap, shampoo and cologne filled his nose, making him groan and heave 
again, his fingers clutching the sides of the bowl so hard his knuckles were white. He faintly heard the sound 
of running water and then a cloth was placed on the back of his neck, the hand going back to rest between his 


shoulder blades, rubbing small circles. 


With a last violent shudder, Bruce wiped a hand over his mouth, letting himself be lifted and guided back into 
the bedroom and to his bed, turned and pushed gently down to sit on the edge. Dropping his head, Bruce 


covered his face with his hands, flinching when Steve sat down next to him. 
"You alright?" 
"Yeah." 


Steve didn't say anything else. He rose, going to the dresser and searching through the drawer until he found 
the shirt he was seeking. Bruce turned his head, watching him from the corner of his eye. Steve pulled his 
shirt off, tossing it onto his bed and shaking out the other before tugging it on, undoing his jeans and tucking it 
in. Bruce bit his lip, listening to the sound of the zipper being drawn up, the clink of the buckle as Steve 
fastened his belt. 


Grabbing his key and his wallet, Steve stuffed them in his pocket, taking a quick look in the mirror and then 
shrugging into his jacket. Without ever looking around, he left, shutting the door firmly behind him. 


Bruce shook his head. 


Taking the cloth off the back of his neck he stared at it. His back still burned from the touch of Steve's hand. 


Confused, Bruce curled back up on the bed, closing his eyes and trying to block everything out as he drifted 


into sleep. 


The room was dark when Steve returned. He hesitated, waiting for his eyes to adjust to the dim light that 


came through the crack in the curtains. In the darkness, he spied a darker form, curled into a ball on the bed. 
The smile that crossed his face was everything but gentle and kind. 


Without turning on the light, he dropped his key and wallet on the dresser, taking off his jacket and dropping it 
on his bed before turning the chair to face Bruce's bed and sitting down, stretching his legs out and waiting. 


Bruce knew he was there. He heard him come in and fought the urge to open his eyes, staying as still as 
possible, waiting for the shards of light to force their ways past his lids, giving him an excuse to open them. 


Nothing. 


He heard Steve rid himself of his key, the rustle of cloth as he probably took off his jacket, a whisper of 
something dragged on the carpet and then a quiet sigh. 


But now there was nothing. 

His mind screamed at him to keep his eyes closed. 

His cock screamed at him to open them. 

The choice was easy. 

He opened them slowly, a bit at a time. It didn't matter. As if they were on strings they were drawn to him. 
He could see only a few details of his face, the rest wrapped in shadows. 

His fingers curled into the bedsheets. 

His mouth was suddenly dry, his heart pounding, his breathing rapid and shallow. 

And his cock rock hard. 


Steve never moved. 


Without saying a word, Bruce sat up and scooted to the edge of the bed, lowering his feet to the floor. 
Steve still didn't move, nor make a sound. 


Bruce got to his feet. Taking the first step was the hardest thing he'd ever done, but somehow he willed his 


foot forward. 


Slow, measured steps, three to the end of the bed, a right turn, four past the end of Steve's bed, a slight left 


and then two more. 
Steve bent his knees, placing his feet flat on the floor, his legs spread. 


Bruce sank to his knees, crawling the last bit of space between them until his body rested between Steve's 


legs. 
Steve still didn't speak 


Taking a deep breath, Bruce sat on his haunches, leaning slightly and letting his head come to rest on Steve's 
thigh, closing his eyes and sighing softly. 


Fingers stroked his hair. 
"You will do wot | say, when | say it" 


Bruce nodded, relishing the feel of the warm skin under the tight denim. 


Steve slapped his cheek, hard enough to sting but not hard enough to really hurt. "You will answer only when | 
tell you to. If you speak out of turn, you will be punished" Bruce hesitated, and then nodded again "If you do 
speak, you will address me as Master." Bruce bit back the groan, turning his head to let his mouth brush the 
inside of Steve's thigh as he nodded. A low chuckle was followed by a hard tug on his hair. "You don't get to 
choose when | want you. It's on the terms | set and you don't get to pick." Steve's fingers untangled from his 
hair, drifting down to stroke his cheek. "You don't get to come unless | say so. If you come wifout permission, 


you'll be punished" 
Bruce bit his lip. If Steve had any idea how close to coming he already was... 


"And don't fink | don't know yer already hard" Bruce whimpered when Steve's foot suddenly pressed on his 
crotch, rubbing back and forth. "Like that?" Bruce nodded frantically, turning his mouth back to Steve's thigh 


to muffle the groans. "Just remember, you can't come." 


Bruce humped his hips up, wanting more of the friction, of the long denied contact, but very aware that a few 
more touches and he'd be coming in his jeans. Just when he thought he couldn't take any more, Steve stopped 
and stood up. "Those are the rules. If yer satisfied wif ‘em, then meet me downstairs in the bar. If not, then 


don't, and it won't be mentioned again." 
Picking up his key and his wallet, Steve left the room. 


Steve didn't look up when Bruce slipped into the seat across from him. Holding up his hand and smiling, Steve 
beckoned the waitress over, ordering a pitcher and another glass, asking her what they offered in the way of 
food and ordering several things. When she left, he turned back to Bruce. "When we're not in the room, it's 
same as always, you know that, right?" 

Bruce nodded, shifting in his seat and darting anxious looks at Steve. "Right." 

Steve sat back, grinning. "Wot's wrong?" 

"| could have given you my answer upstairs and we could have...” 

Steve's eyes narrowed. "First warning. Only warning. | told you, its on my terms." 

"| know, Harry, it's just...” 

"Bruce, don't fink yer gonna get off every time we do this." 

"| know." 


"Then wot are you so anxious for?" 


Bruce leaned forward, keeping his voice low enough that only Steve could hear him. "Because | want whatever 


you're willing to give me." 

Steve didn't answer, waiting for the returning waitress to set down the beer and glass, giving her another one 
of those smiles as she told them the food would be just a few minutes. As soon as she left, he leaned forward 
as well, bringing his face within a foot of Bruce's. "And wot makes you fink I'm going to give you anything 
tonight?" 


Bruce's hands curled around the edge of the table. "Please, Harry, even if...” 


Steve beckoned him closer, the heat of his breath washing over Bruce's cheek. "Save yer begging, Bruce, yer 


gonna need it later." 
Bruce's eyes fluttered, his body giving a violent tremor, his face flooding with color as he groaned. 


Steve sat back and shook his head. "Yer going to pay fer that so | hope you enjoyed it" 


Bruce dropped his eyes, prying his fingers loose from the edge of the table, shivering as the come filled jeans 
clung to his skin. 


When Steve was ready to go he stood, pulling out his wallet and leaving money on the table and walking out, 
leaving Bruce to hurry to catch up to him, his hands in front of his crotch as they waited for the lift. Despite 
having come so explosively his ears had rung. without a hand or anything else touching him, he was hard again, 
aching and needing whatever Steve was willing to give. Following him into the car, he leaned against the wall, 


sighing in relief when the doors closed with just the two of them inside. 

His relief was short lived when strong fingers gripped his balls, forcing him up on his toes. His hands closed 
around Steve's forearm, his eyes wide as he tried to push him away, the bassist's fingers digging into his sac. 
"I told you not to come didn't |?" 

Bruce nodded, yelping and stepping from foot to foot when Steve tightened his grip. 

"Answer me." 

"Yes, M.master." 

"And you did" Steve twisted his wrist, Bruce's eyes rolling back as he let out a shriek that was quickly muffled 
by Steve's other hand. Steve's mouth closed on his neck, teeth sinking in as he sucked the skin, Bruce's head 
falling to the side as he moaned into his hand. The pain in his balls was shifting to pleasure, the twisting and 
pulling combined with the tongue that was rasping over his neck making him arch up into Steve's touch. 

And then as quickly as it began it was over, Steve releasing him and stepping back, leaving him shuddering and 
gasping, leaning against the wall for support. The bell sounded, the doors opening on their floor, Steve stepping 
out and ignoring Bruce as he headed for the room. Bruce nearly got caught by the doors, limping as fast as he 
could behind Steve and trailing after him into the room. 

"Strip." 

Bruce kicked off his shoes, yanking his shirt over his head and dropping it to the floor. 

"Stop!" Steve pointed at the shirt, frowning. "Fold and stack them neatly." 

Bruce complied, making a tidy pile of his clothes and shoes and standing quietly, fists clenched at his side, his 
eyes tracking Steve. Steve gave him no warning, crossing to him in several angry strides and slapping his balls. 


"Yer eyes stay down. Unless | tell you, you don't look at me. You earn that right." 


Bruce nodded, dropping his eyes. He shuddered when Steve's hand closed around his cock, teasing the shaft with 


rough fingers, pinching the head and then pumping him slowly. "Turn round, hands behind your back, clasp your 
fingers." Bruce turned reluctantly, his cock slipping from Steve's hand. He did as instructed and waited, hearing 
the sound of ripping cloth behind him before his arms were wrapped from elbow to wrist, rendering them 
completely immobile. He was ordered to his knees, Steve crouching behind him and fastening the ends of the 


cloth around his ankles. 


He tugged against the bonds, finding them tight enough to hold him in position but loose enough that they 
didn't cut off his circulation. Steve moved around to stand in front of him, reaching down and cupping his 


cheek. "Suck my dick" 


Bruce moaned, licking his lips, his eyes fastened on the crotch of Steve's jean, the outline of his cock visible 
under the tight denim. Bruce waited, thinking Steve was going to take his cock out, crashing over onto his side 
when Steve snarled and slapped him. "| said suck my dick" 


Rolling over, his face pressed to the carpet, Bruce managed with no small effort to get back on his knees. 
Bruce strained up as high as he could, stretching his neck and tugging the waistband of Steve's jeans, trying to 
get the button to open, losing his grip and then trying again, panting for breath by the time it popped free. The 
zipper was a bit easier, catching the tab in his teeth and drawing it down, using his nose and chin to spread 
open the flaps of the jeans. Grabbing the material in his teeth, Bruce tugged it down, moving it a bit at a time, 
switching back and forth between the sides, sweat running down his face, his frustration and being able to 
smell the musk and the heat making him nearly sob. 


He hit an impasse, the skin tight jeans refusing to move any further with just the base of Steve's cock 
exposed, the shaft and head still hidden inside. Panting, several small cuts on his lips from catching the dry skin 
on the zipper's teeth, he sat back on his heels, taking several deep breaths before trying again 


Steve sighed and stepped back. "If you don't want it..." 
"Nol" Bruce shuffled forward, nearly overbalancing and falling. "Please! | want it!" 
Steve shook his head. "You don't learn" 


Bruce's face drained of color, his head dropping. Steve fought back the grin, letting out a small tsking sound of 
disapproval. Going over to the chair, he pushed his jeans down and kicked off his trainers, sliding the denim 
down and pulling them off along with his socks, skinning his shirt over his head and then taking a seat, letting 
his legs splay apart and reaching down to play with his cock. Bruce licked his lips, keeping his eyes on Steve's 
crotch, fighting the urge to run them over his body, to see his face, to gauge the expression in those dark 
eyes. 


Steve snapped his fingers and pointed between his legs. Moving slowly and carefully, Bruce made his way to 
him, letting out a sigh of relief when his chest pressed the edge of the chair, his face above the glistening 
head of Steve's cock. 


Steve stroked the shaft, forcing more precum from the slit, watching Bruce's face as he ran his tongue over 
his lips, his head dipping slightly and then rearing back, waiting for the command to suck the cock in front of 
him. Steve's hand cupped the back of his head, pulling him forward and running the head over his lips, laughing 


at the desperate moan. 
"Suck it" 


And Bruce did. Steve tipped his head back, groaning as his cock was enveloped in the molten heat of Bruce's 
mouth, his tongue needy and frantic as it ran up and down the shaft, rasping over the head, his cheeks 
hollowing as he sucked the head deep into his throat. Swallowing, he moaned, his hips thrusting as he fucked 
Steve's cock with his mouth, wanting to please him, to taste his come, to feel it thrusting inside him. 


Steve grit his teeth, feeling his balls draw up, the greedy mouth on his cock forcing his orgasm closer, the 
head leaking heavily, Bruce's breathing rasping through his nose as his head pounded up and down. With a loud 


grunt, Steve shoved him away, knocking him over and onto his side. 


Moaning, Bruce tried to roll back onto his knees, shuddering when Steve placed his foot on his cock and pressed 
it into the carpet. "Not bad, but you haven't earned the right to swallow my come." Giving a twist of his foot, 
he laughed when Bruce cried out, leaving him there and going into the bathroom, standing in Bruce's line of 
sight and wanking his cock hard and fast until he groaned bone deep, pointing his cock into the bowl and 
shooting his seed. 


Bruce banged his head on the floor, biting his lip and moving his hips, rubbing the head of his cock on the 
rough fibre under him. Steve strode to him, grabbing his hair and jerking him up on his knees. "For that you 
spend the night on the floor." 


Bruce's eyes shifted wildly. Spend the night? Did that mean..? 


Steve untied him, retying the cloth around his left wrist and then running it down to his right ankle, drawing 
his leg back until he was nearly touching his heel. Looping it around his left ankle, he then drew it up and 
around the right wrist, effectively hog-tying him but leaving the bonds loose enough that there would be 
minimal strain on his shoulders and thighs. The end was then tied around the leg of Steve's bed. Stripping a 
single sheet off Bruce's bed, Steve threw it down beside him, staring at him for a moment before shaking his 


head. "No pillow, you haven't earned it" 


Turning his back, he strolled to the door and flipped off the light, walking back past Bruce and getting into bed, 
sliding down under the blankets and making himself comfortable. Bruce sat stunned, his cock so hard it was 


pressed to his stomach, precum running down the shaft, his balls full and aching. 


With a groan, he leaned down, grabbing the sheet in his teeth and trying to pull it over his body, managing to 
get it most of the way on before carefully laying down on his side, squeezing his eyes shut and willing himself 
to sleep. 


Above him, Steve grinned. 
Tomorrow was going to show just how serious Bruce was about going through with this. 
Remembering the heat and desperation of his mouth, Steve felt his cock stir. 


Hopefully, he was planning on going far. 


Three 


The light of morning that worked its way through the crack in the curtains was a welcome sight for a very 
uncomfortable Bruce. Sleep had pretty much eluded him for the majority of the night, first because of the 
ache in his balls, then because no matter how he lay he couldn't get comfortable and then finally, he was just 
plain cold. He had thought about waking Steve and pleading for at least a blanket but had decided that it might 
have ended with him losing what little he had so he had simply tried to make the best of it. 


Now, hearing Steve stirring on the bed, he cleared his throat, trying to let him know he was awake without 
speaking. A tousled head appeared, dark brown eyes raking over him. "You alright?" 


Bruce kept his eyes averted, nodding his head. Steve slipped from the bed, crouching beside him and untying 
the strips of sheet. His arms and legs finally free, Bruce stretched, still sitting quietly and waiting. The rough 
pads of Steve's fingers stroked his cheek, his eyes closing as he leaned into the touch. "Until you learn wots 


expected of you, this won't be a lot of fun Once you do, the rewards will be easier to earn" 


Bruce nodded, turning his head slightly and pressing his lips to Steve's palm. Steve grinned and shook his head. 
"Bit forward there." 


Bruce dropped his head away from Steve's hand, twisting his fingers together in his lap. Steve sighed. "Answer 


me. How much have you done before?" 
Bruce shook his head. "Apart from last night? A bit of spanking and tying up." 


"Right. | need to go out and get a few fings today. But wif last night being yer first time, you didn't do badly. 


Come on." 


Steve stood, holding his hand down and helping Bruce to his feet, steadying him when he stumbled. Steve led 
him to the bathroom, turning on the shower and adjusting the water while Bruce relieved himself, gesturing 
for him to get in while Steve did the same, joining him after. Taking a cloth, he pressed it into Bruce's hands, 
turning his back to him. "The first fing you must always remember is it's about my pleasure and not yers." 


Bruce nodded, soaping the cloth and running it over Steve's shoulders and back, trying to will the traitorous 
flesh between his legs not to respond. Steve glanced over his shoulder when the cloth slid lower. "Any time yer 
touching me below the waist, unless | tell you not to, you should be on yer knees." Bruce carefully lowered 
himself, continuing the slow circles of the cloth, over the swell of Steve's arse and down his thighs, down to 
his calves and ankles. Steve spread his legs, Bruce slipping his hand between and washing his inner thighs, 
bringing the cloth higher and dragging it up the cleft. 


Steve hissed and leaned forward, resting his hands on the back wall of the shower. Bruce used his thumbs and 
spread Steve's arse, letting the water rinse the soap away. Leaning forward, he stuck out his tongue and licked 
a slow path up, hearing Steve's soft murmur of approval. Stopping at the ring Bruce used the tip of his tongue 


to circle it, flattening his tongue over it and giving it several licks and then circling again. 


Steve dropped his head, enjoying the heat of the water hitting his back as well as the touch of Bruce's tongue. 
He would normally take him to task for his boldness, but since it was making his dick good and hard, he'd 
forgive him for it, as long as he didn't make it a habit. Steve pivoted around, Bruce opening his mouth without 
being told and sucking Steve's cock deep, closing his eyes as Steve's hand stroked his head, slow thrusts of his 
hips pushing his cock deep, dragging it out against the strong suction. 


Bruce's hands never went near his own rigid cock, instead caressing Steve's thighs and adding to his pleasure 
by playing with his balls, his eyes downcast, using lips, teeth and tongue to please his Master. By the time 
Steve's balls drew up, his thrusts fast and hard, Bruce was in pain, his knees and jaw aching fiercely, his cock 


dripping, his balls so full and heavy they ached like a bad tooth. 


Steve's soft groan a split second before his mouth was filled with a flood of come gave him a rush of pride 
and contentment, knowing he had pleased him, the evidence of that hastily swallowed. He let Steve's cock slip 
from his mouth and remained kneeling, hands clenched into fists to keep from grabbing his cock and wanking it, 
knowing it would only take a few strokes for him to get off. 


"Stand up." 


Using the side of the tub, Bruce pushed to his feet, hissing when the pins and needles started in his lower legs. 
Steve's hand slid under the fall of wet hair, cupping the back of his neck and pulling him to him, slowly bringing 
his face toward Bruce's. 


Bruce fought down the rising panic. Steve felt him tense, stopping with his mouth just above Bruce's. "Wot's 


wrong?" 


Bruce didn't answer, instead darting out his tongue to lick his lips. Steve was so close, Bruce's tongue grazed 


his bottom lip, drawing an involuntary moan. Steve's hand squeezed the back of his neck. "Answer me." 
"If you kiss me l'm going to come." Bruce stammered, color flooding his face. 


Steve laughed. "Well, you have to learn to control that" Pressing closer, he turned Bruce and used his chest to 
pin him against the back wall of the shower, shoving his thigh between Bruce's legs as he covered his mouth 
with his own, his tongue pushing past Bruce's lips and flicking over the roof of his mouth. Bruce's body arched, 
humping against the thigh grinding into his groin, gasping into Steve's mouth as he tried to fight the rising tide 
of come that threatened to spill. 


Steve stepped back, leaving him standing on shaking legs, the wall of the shower holding him up. Turning his 
back, Steve wordlessly handed him the shampoo, tipping his head back for Bruce to wash his hair. Task 
complete, Bruce turned him under the spray, rinsing it clean and then taking the conditioner and smoothing it 
through the strands. The intimacy of what he was doing was forcing Bruce to grit his teeth and try to think 


of anything he could to keep from coming, his hands shaking as he rinsed Steve's hair again, dropping into fists 


at his side when Steve stepped from the tub and grabbed a towel. 
"You have five minutes to take care of yer own shower. And don't come." 


Bruce banged the back of his head against the tile as Steve left the room. This was what he had asked for, 
right? With a sigh, Bruce turned into the spray, taking a deep breath and putting his hand on the knob that 
controlled the hot water. Counting silently to ten, he twisted the knob, turning it off, shivering and letting the 


now icy spray hit his chest and run down to try to cool off his burning cock. 


He stayed in as long as he dared, still shaking from the cold when he entered the bedroom to find Steve fully 
dressed and towel drying his hair. "Come here." Bruce walked round in front of him, standing quietly. Steve 
grinned, flicking open the towel and taking note of the purpled head of Bruce's cock, the shaft still filled with 
blood, even the frigid water unable to abate his hardness. "Close yer eyes." 


Bruce didn't even hesitate, just let his lids flap closed. 


Suddenly he was on the floor, hands pressed to his groin, in such agony he couldn't scream, merely making 

choking sounds as he drew his legs up, shuddering, his face twisted in pain from the near crushing of his balls. 
Steve ignored him, running a brush through his hair and then grabbing his wallet and key, stuffing them in his 
pocket, casually stepping back and forth over the writhing man on the floor. Picking up his jacket, he crouched 


down beside him. 


"| told you five minutes. It was five and a half." Steve straightened, taking note of the fact that despite the 
pain Bruce was in, his cock was still hard. Maybe not quite as hard, but still hard nonetheless. Grinning, Steve 


left him there and headed out the door. 


Bruce had managed to crawl up onto the bed, the pain finally fading enough to allow him to get up and dress. 
His hand brushed his cock, his hips bucking as he groaned. 


He could have a quick wank and Steve would never be the wiser. 


Chewing his lip, Bruce dragged the tips of his fingers over the head of his cock, his eyes falling shut, head 
tipping back as he moaned. How such a light touch could ever feel so fucking good.. 


No! 


Forcing himself to his feet, he yanked his jeans up, touching his cock as little as possible as he arranged it 
under the denim, hissing as the zipper pressed against it. Pulling his shirt on, he sighed in relief. It was long 
enough to cover his crotch, allowing him to leave the room in search of food -- and maybe something to 


distract him from the ache in his groin. 


He was on his way to the door when something struck him, making him groan and turn back. The end of the 
sheet was still tied to the bed and at some point the maid would be by and it would be best if it wasn't still 
there. Bending proved to be a new lesson in frustration, his cock rubbed by the rough denim. Tossing the torn 
sheet on the bed he groaned, wishing for the first time that he didn't go commando. Squaring his shoulders, he 
left the room, hoping to occupy his mind with something other than Steve and sex for a few hours. 


Bruce swore when he walked into the restaurant, spying Davey and Adrian right away. He started to back out, 
really preferring to be alone to think but Davey saw him and waved, beckoning him to join them. With no 
graceful way out, Bruce sauntered over to the table, sliding into a chair and pasting a smile on his face. 

"Well good to see you survived. Did Harry?" 

Davey sniggered, shoving a fork loaded with pancakes into his mouth and chewing noisily, staring at Bruce. 


"What are you talking about, Ade?" 


Adrian waved his fork. "When Harry found out about the room mix up he told them he'd room with you 


instead of having one on his own and letting Clive kip in yours." 

Davey nodded. "So we thought maybe he was planning on killing you." 

Bruce's mind was racing. "No, still here as you can see." 

The arrival of the waiter put an end to the conversation, Bruce ordering without thinking and sitting quietly 
until the food arrived, the inane chatter of the two guitarists fading to background noise. He was so lost in his 
thoughts it wasn't until Adrian snapped his fingers under his nose that he realized they had been speaking to 
him. "What?" 

"We're going out for a bit, we were asking did you want to come along.” 

Bruce hoped the panic didn't show on his face. Out? Well, actually, he'd like to. But what if Harry came back and 
was looking for him? He hadn't said for Bruce to stay in the room, but did he just expect it to be understood? 
And here he was, already out, so maybe he should hurry and get back up there before Harry came back. And 
what if he came back and was in the mood to..or even worse, wasn't in the mood? 

Suddenly aware the other two were looking at him as if he had grown a second head, Bruce blushed. 


Adrian cocked an eyebrow. "Is it really that much of decision?" 


Davey grinned. "Maybe he doesn't want to hang round with us." 


"No, it isn't that. | mean, I'd like to but..." 
"Like to wot?" 
Bruce closed his eyes for a moment. Harry. 


Steve set several bags down beside him and took the chair next to Bruce. Davey grinned, trying to peek over 


the table. "What you got in the bags?" 
Steve shrugged. "Ah, nofink much, Handcuffs, ball stretcher, whips..." 


Adrian and Davey cracked up, neither noticing Bruce's hard swallow. "Blimey Harry, you wouldn't know what half 


that stuff was for," Davey nudged Adrian, "unless it came with pictures in the directions!" 
Steve grinned. "Right, but | bet Bruce would” 

Bruce's head snapped around, his eyes huge. "Me? Why me?" 

Adrian rolled his eyes. "Cause you're a kinky fuck, I've heard some of the stories!" 

"Stories?" 

Steve elbowed Bruce's arm. "He's having you on, mate. Relax." 

Relax? Right. When Steve's hand suddenly found his thigh and squeezed? 

Davey threw his napkin on the table. "Well, we're off. You coming or not, Bruce? You too Harry." 


Steve shook his head. "| have some fings to do. What about you, Bruce?" Steve leaned forward, staring into 
Bruce's eyes. "Are you coming?" 


Bruce shook his head. "No, lim not." 


Calling them a few choice names, Adrian and Davey threw some money on the table and headed out. Steve 


shook his head and flashed a smirk at Bruce. "Not yet, anyway.’ 


Bruce dropped his eyes, biting his lip to keep from screaming when Steve's hand gave his cock a brief rub. 
Laughing, Steve rose and grabbed the bags. "See you upstairs." 


Bruce could only nod, giving himself a few minutes to try to calm the racing of his heart and the rising ache 


in his groin 


Entering the room, Bruce was surprised to find Steve sitting on his bed, leaning back against the headboard and 
reading, the room looking as if nothing had changed with the exception of the maid having been in. Going to his 
bed, Bruce sat on the edge, keeping his head down and waiting quietly. Minutes passed, Bruce's foot starting to 
tap, his nerves starting to send bursts of adrenaline through his body, his eyes darting quick glances at the 
man on the other bed. 


Steve bit back the smile, well aware of Bruce's peeks from under his fringe, his feet bouncing, his hands 
gripping and releasing the edge of the mattress. Marking his page, he closed the book and set it beside him on 
the bed, running a hand over his face and sighing. 


"You should be naked and on yer knees waiting." 


Bruce jumped up, ignoring the snort of laughter at his obvious impatience, quickly stripping, placing everything 
in a neat pile and then kneeling between the beds. 


"Hands on yer thighs, eyes down" 
Bruce placed his loosely curled fists on his thighs, dropping his eyes to stare at the carpet. 


Steve swung his legs around and sat on the edge of the bed, shaking his head. Bruce's cock was swollen, the 
head tinted a deep purple. "We have a problem, Bruce." 


Bruce's shoulders sagged, but he didn't speak or raise his head. Steve stood up and walked over to the chair, 
sitting down and spreading his legs. "Come here." Bruce walked on his knees, coming to a halt between Steve's 
legs and waiting. Steve reached out, cupping the back of his neck and urging him to turn and sit, pulling Bruce's 


head until it rested on his thigh. 


Bruce sighed quietly, letting his head fall and closing his eyes as Steve's fingers smoothed his hair. "You have 
to be careful not to take fings too far. And right now, | don't want to take them any further until yer not 
quite so hard. If | put the sheath or the stretcher on you right now, | could really hurt you. And although 


there will be pain, I'm not looking to render yer dick useless." 


Bruce pressed his face against Steve's thigh, trying to convey his gratitude. Steve snorted but didn't shift 
away, nor did his fingers stop stroking. "So, I'm going to let you decide. We can leave fings alone until tomorrow, 
or tonight if you arent so worked up," Bruce gave a tiny shake of his head, pressing harder against Steve, "or 
you can come. But if you come, then yer arse is going to pay for every bludi drop you spill" Steve slid his 
hand under Bruce's chin and lifted his face up. "Look at me." Bruce raised his eyes to Steve's. "Wot's yer 


answer?" 
Bruce never hesitated. 


"Do what you want to me, Master." 


Steve hissed through his teeth. "You want to come?" 
"Yes, Master." 
Steve nodded. "Stand up. Get on the bed on yer back." 


Bruce got to his feet, going quickly to his bed and climbing on, laying in the middle flat on his back, his hands at 
his sides. Steve rose as well, stripping off his shirt and going to the bags and rummaging through, bringing 
something back with him as he sat next to Bruce. "Don't come until | tell you to." 


Bruce nodded, closing his eyes and willing his mind to control his body. 


The light touch of Steve's fingers on his chest made his breath catch, a whisper of contact as he dragged the 
tips over the thick hair, circling Bruce's nipple and then giving it a light pinch, tugging the bud until it stood 
stiff. Taking it between his fingers, Steve pulled it out, Bruce biting back a cry as something sharp clamped 
around it, biting into the tender flesh. A light tug on whatever was holding him sent a sliver of pain straight to 
his groin, his cock twitching. 


Steve's hand went to the other side of his chest and repeated the motions, the bite of the clamp this time 
expected, even welcomed. Another tug pulled them both at once, Bruce's hips arching up as his nipples were 
pulled. Steve's fingers moved lower, playing with the hair leading down onto his stomach, lower still until the 


heel of his hand brushed the head of Bruce's cock. 


Bruce cried out, his entire body lifting in a bow. Knowing how overly sensitive Bruce's cock had to be, Steve 
didn't admonish him. He meant what he said; there was a thin line that had to be walked and as responsive as 
Bruce was it was going to be a difficult balancing act until he learned to control his body's reactions. "Spread 
yer legs and lift yer hips." Bruce put his feet flat on the bed and raised himself, allowing Steve to slide a pillow 
under his hips. The press of Steve's hand on his leg signaled him to lower himself back, sliding his legs out 
straight and spreading his thighs. 


Steve opened the lube, squirting some onto his fingers and leaning across Bruce's thigh, pressing the tip of his 
index finger against Bruce's arse, pushing it in without warning. Bruce cried out again, his hands twisting the 
blankets under him, his hips pumping several times, meeting the in and out motions of the finger inside him. 
Steve quickly added a second, Bruce yelping at the burn as he was roughly spread open, precum dripping onto 


his stomach as his cock throbbed. 


The scream that tore from his throat when Steve's fingers wrapped around his cock was almost frightening, 
tears leaking from his eyes, his hips pushing back, the pain of the rough wanking mixing with the pleasure. 
Several hard pumps, released, the chain between his nipples tugged a few times, his cock wanked again, the 
fingers steadily fucking his arse. Short, fast stabs, long gentle strokes, the hand on his cock twisting and pulling, 
dragging the skin. 


Garbled words and nonsense dripped from his lips, groans and squeals and sounds of misery and ecstasy, joining 
together and marking every step toward an orgasm so intense he was afraid it would tear him apart. Bruce's 
head thrashed from side to side, begging and pleading, his teeth worrying his lower lip bloody as he fought not 


to come. 
"Not yet, Bruce. Hang on" 


Steve moved up on his knees, leaning over Bruce and watching his face, the blood trickling down over his jaw, 
the tears running back to soak into his hair, frantic jerks of his body as he keened, fighting the need to 
explode, to come, to find a release from the sweet agony that gripped his balls. 


Steve's voice was quiet, somehow penetrating the burning red haze that consumed Bruce's mind. 
"Come." 


And Steve leaned over and sucked Bruce's cock into his mouth, reaching up and giving the chain a hard pull as 


he rammed his fingers deep. 


Bruce wailed, thrashing on the bed, come exploding into Steve's mouth, his body arching up higher with every 
shot of his seed. Steve swallowed around him, sucking the head of his cock, twisting his fingers inside his arse, 
drawing the come from his balls. With a last savage thrust, Bruce collapsed back onto the bed, whimpering and 
trying to push Steve's mouth away as the pleasure quickly turned to pain, the skin sore, his balls empty but 
still aching. 


Steve lifted his head, pulling his fingers free and sitting back, wiping his mouth and watching the shudders run 
through the spent man on the bed. Bruce turned on his side, curling around himself and shivering, his mind and 
body taxed to the limit, the sensory overload combined with the sleepless night and the whole experience of 
the last twenty four hours making part of him want to hide, part of him want to scream... 


And part of him want to beg for more. 


Steve leaned over and placed a hand on his side. "Bruce, turn round here so | can take off the clamps.” Bruce 
rolled back over, his eyes squeezed shut, shifting as Steve unfastened the clamps from his nipples. He went to 
turn back, stopping when Steve placed a hand on his stomach. "You have one hour to rest. After that, yer real 
training begins." Steve got up and returned to his bed, arranging himself against the pillows and picking up his 
book. 


Bruce lay there for a minute and then sat up, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed and twisting his 
hands in his lap. "Yer wasting yer time." Bruce nodded, not moving from where he sat. "You want to say 


somefing?" Another nod. "Wot?" 


Bruce didn't raise his head, his voice so soft Steve barely heard him. "Can | lay with you, Master?" 


"You haven't earned that yet" Opening his book, Steve went back to reading. Bruce slid to the floor and curled 
up next to Steve's bed, still shaking. Steve ignored him for several minutes, until he could actually hear Bruce's 


teeth chattering. Sighing, he closed the book "Bruce." 


Bruce got on his knees and waited. Steve shook his head, watching the trembling of his body. "Are you cold?" 
Bruce nodded, keeping his head down and clenching his jaw to try to keep his teeth from clacking together. It 
wasn't cold in the room, but the severe emotional and physical stress that had been released in the hard 
orgasm had drained him. Mentally kicking himself for actually giving a fuck, Steve sighed and shifted over far 
enough to pull the blankets next to him down "Come up here." Bruce crawled onto the bed, curling himself into 
a ball and resting his head on Steve's thigh, his hand petting Steve's knee. Steve rolled his eyes and pulled the 
blankets over him, opening his book and going back to reading, noting the trembling had slowed. A few minutes 


later, Bruce was asleep. 


Four 


"Wake up." 
Bruce started to lift his head, blinking sleepily, trying to figure out... 


A sharp pain across his thigh brought him up, scrambling backwards on the bed, his eyes frantic. Steve 
grabbing him by the hair, dragging him off the bed, Bruce's hands trying to find purchase on his wrist as he 
landed hard on the floor. Another crack of something on his leg and he whimpered, getting on his knees and 
dropping his hands to his thighs, breathing hard, the places he had been struck burning like liquid fire had been 


poured on his skin 


"Get up. Bend over the foot of the bed, chest on the mattress, feet apart." Bruce didn't hesitate, not wanting 
to feel whatever had hit him again. As soon as he was in position, he closed his eyes, feeling the fear and 
anticipation of what was to come building in the pit of his stomach, his cock starting to harden. 


Steve reached between his legs and grabbed his balls, pulling them down until Bruce screamed, his face pressed 
to the bed. He felt something being wrapped around the skin at the top of his sac, tight enough to feel the 
pinch, the low ache already coming back. Something was slid over the head of his cock, holding the shaft in a 
tube that gradually tightened until he moaned and shifted his feet. Another blow, this time on his arse made 
him cry out again, holding still while Steve finished attaching the device to his shaft. 


A snap of steel around his right wrist, his arm spread wide. A firm grip on his left wrist pulled him in that 
direction, forcing his right shoulder to give a little, another steel bracelet on his left wrist leaving his arms 


spread so far that the discomfort was immediate. No pain, but Bruce was sure it would come with time. 


Cloth wrapped around his left ankle, a sharp tug forcing his legs wider. Around to the right, the process 
repeated. 


He couldn't move. He could lift his head, and his chest maybe an inch or two, but other than that he was 
stuck. 


‘Open yer mouth." Bruce hesitated for a moment, just long enough to receive another crack on his arse. 
Moaning, he opened his mouth, his jaw stretched wide around a rubber ball that was shoved between his 
teeth, straps run behind his head and fastened to hold it in place. Satisfied, Steve moved back to the foot of 
the bed. 


"Wot I've used to hit you so far is a cane. From here on, I'll be using a flogger." Bruce felt something land on 
his hand, soft strips of what felt like leather dragged over his skin. "Now, | can't hurt you so badly you can't 
perform. But | can make it very uncomfortable for you." Steve positioned himself behind Bruce. "You have 

several punishments coming. One, for coming when you weren't allowed. Two, for looking me in the eye. Three, 


for speaking when you weren't told you could.” 


Bruce moaned into the gag, his cock trying to harden, the sheath making it impossible for the shaft to swell 


The first lash made his head come up, the muffled cry from behind the gag drawing a curse from Steve. "The 


more noise you make the worse it is." 
Bruce flexed his hands, twisting his fingers in the sheets and trying not to make a sound. 
And the punishment began. 


Across his arse, the backs of his thighs, between his thighs, his back, the blows so random he never knew 
what would be struck next, his body pushing back and straining up to meet the blows, his moans hidden by the 
gag and the slap of the fringes, every strike making the blood try to force its way into his cock, his stretched 
sac a delicious sliver of pain through his groin, his ripples rock hard and rubbing against the bed as he 
squirmed and panted and ached and.. 


When it stopped he banged his head against the mattress, wanting more. 


Steve blew out a breath, looking at the reddened skin. Bruce shuddered when his hand stroked his arse, the 
heat of his hand almost cold on the burning flesh. Bruce shifted his feet, the movement drawing a sharp slap 
from Steve's hand. Steve stepped back and picked up the lube, opening the bottle and squirting it directly into 
Bruce's cleft, grinning as he jumped from the cold liquid. He pushed two fingers roughly inside him, feeling 
Bruce clench around them, thrusting them back and forth, twisting around and rubbing the walls as Bruce 
rocked back to meet the probing of his arse. 


Withdrawing his fingers, Steve pressed the rounded tip of a plug to Bruce's hole, the narrow end sliding in 

easily, the latex cone spreading out toward the base, forcing his arse wide. Bruce screamed, the sound making 
Steve shake his head, turning the plug and pushing at the same time until the wide base passed the ring, the 
muscle contracting around the smaller rings and holding it in place. Taking hold of the end, Steve began moving 


the plug around, wiggling and twisting, watching Bruce as he squirmed and dug his nails into the bed. 


Bruce chewed at the rubber ball, his cock struggling to get hard as the plug rubbed over his prostate, his 
balls aching, the places where he had been flogged feeling tender and sore as Steve's rough fingers pinched and 
rubbed the skin. He was begging, pleading for the sheath to come off, for the pressure on his balls to be 


released, for more pleasure, more pain, more ecstasy. 
And then it stopped. 
The plug was still in place but Steve's hands were gone. 


A soft click and his left hand was free. And then his left ankle. Right ankle. Another click and his right arm 


could move. 


For the first time he noticed the cramping pains in his shoulders. 
"Turn over and spread" 
Bruce obeyed, wanting, in fact needing, more. 


Steve reattached the cuffs and retied his ankles, Bruce now on his back, his arse hanging off the bed, 
additional pressure on his thighs from the new position, the muscles already starting to tremble. Now he could 
see the flogger in Steve's hand, the black leather dull, the fringes looking surprisingly soft. And then Steve 
swung, the whip hitting his groin. 


Bruce arched up, his eyes rolling back as the laces slapped his sac and the head of his cock, the leather 
sheath protecting the shaft. Standing between his legs, Steve slapped the flogger back and forth, varying the 
strokes with hits to his chest that set his nipples on fire, hitting the tops of his thighs, swinging underhand to 
land a strike on the base of the plug. 


Bruce had never felt the kind of pleasure that was ripping through him, every blow like a caress of pain, the 
sight of Steve between his legs, sweat gleaming on his skin, his eyes dark and full of something that made 
Bruce want to never leave this world he had created, a strange gratitude and a feeling of something like love 
for the agony Steve brought. His hips bucked, meeting the lash, his body seeking something, anything to fuck, 
base instincts telling his cock it needed to be hard, to be buried in heat, to come, to release these shards that 


had buried themselves inside him. 


Steve dropped the flogger, undoing his jeans and shoving them down, kicking them aside and climbing up on the 
bed. Straddling Bruce's chest, he unhooked the straps of the gag, shoving the head of his cock into Bruce's 
mouth and groaning as he sucked it hard, his tongue rasping over the head. Taking a handful of hair, Steve held 
Bruce's head to the mattress and began to fuck his mouth, ramming his cock deep and then pulling back only 


to slam forward again 


Bruce gagged, dimly aware of Steve's curse when his teeth raked the shaft. Pulling his cock free, Steve leaned 
back, reaching between Bruce's legs and giving his balls a hard twist, the resulting cry and wild thrust nearly 
unseating him from Bruce's chest. Rising up on his knees, he leaned over, bracing one hand on the bed and 
wanking his cock with fast strokes, his hand dragging over the flesh, Bruce twisting and moaning, trying to 
raise his head high enough to get his mouth on Steve's cock, his arse clenching around the plug. 


Steve lowered his hips, slapping his cock against Bruce's lips and then lifting to wank it again, grunting at the 
effort of pushing through the tight grip, pounding through the milking motions of his fingers, dipping his hips 
just enough to roll the head over Bruce's lips and tongue, frustrating him further until with a harsh cry he 
rocked back, pointing his cock at Bruce's face and coming, thick streams splashing over his cheek and nose, 
across his eye, a weaker shot hitting his chin and down onto his throat. Steve grunted, letting the last of his 
seed fall on Bruce's chest, cleaning it off the tip as he dragged it through the thick hair. 


Still catching his breath, he sat back, laughing as Bruce cursed and tried to get his shoulder high enough to 


wipe the come from his eye, the burning making it tear, the rest of his face generously covered with the 
thick strands. Climbing off, Steve went to his bed and sat down, leaning back and propping himself on his elbows, 
watching Bruce. 

Bruce groaned, pulling at his bonds, his legs visibly shaking. 

Steve didn't move, didn't speak 


Bruce's hips arched, his teeth worrying his lower lip. 


Steve grinned. "If you can stay still for ten minutes, I'll untie you. If you can't you stay that way until | get 
bored with looking at you." 


Bruce froze in place, ignoring the pain in his eye, his aching balls, his sore cock, the shooting cramps that had 
started in his thighs, the ache in his shoulders..the more places he thought of that hurt, the worse it became, 
sweat standing out on his skin, running from his forehead down into his hair, winding paths down over his ribs, 


trickling down his legs, every second becoming an eternity. 


Steve's come was drying on his skin, making it feel tight, the heat of his body gradually increasing and sending 
some of it sliding across his flesh. 


Had it been ten minutes yet? 


Bruce stared straight ahead, trying to take slow, even breaths, nothing moving except for the involuntary 
shaking of his legs. 


Steve watched, a feral smile on his face. 
Bruce's breathing was getting deeper as he fought to keep his legs from giving out. 
Steve cocked an eyebrow. He was holding out a lot longer than he thought he would 
Bruce closed his eyes. 

And realized his mistake as soon as he heard the dark laugh from Steve. 

He had moved. 

He had no idea how long it had been 


Unless someone had been tied up with their upper body resting on a mattress, their arse hanging off, their 


arms stretched so wide that they could feel the joints and the tendons in their shoulders pushed to their 
limits, legs splayed, knees bent back and to the side because of the angle their ankles are tied, having to 
balance on the balls of their feet for if they set them down flat they pull on already screaming shoulders and 
they can't slide up on the bed because of the massive plug in their arse that they don't want to lay on under 
any circumstances and add to this the throbbing agony of their balls and sac which is stretched and dangling 
between their legs, a cock which is encased in tight leather yet still tries to harden, adding to the frustration 
and the hurt they could never understand what this did to the body. 


And the mind. 

And how it hurt. 

And how good it felt. 

Steve hadn't spoken 

Not to Bruce. 

But what he had done was call room service and order food. 

And now the thought of someone seeing him like this was only adding to Bruce's fear. 

And to his pleasure. 

He averted his eyes when Steve approached, feeling the dip in the bed under him as Steve sat down. "Hungry?" 
Bruce nodded, his breath catching in his throat when something started moving over his chest and down onto 
his ribs, a very light brushing against his skin. He could tell it wasn't Steve's fingers, the touch was too light. 
He squirmed as it tickled back and forth along his ribs. "How fast do you think the story would be in the 
magazines? lron Maiden's singer tied to the bed in hotel room." Bruce twisted; the touch was now between his 
legs, teasing his inner thigh. 

The knock on the door startled him. And made his blood feel as if it had frozen in his veins. 

Steve stood up, laying something on Bruce's chest and walking away, disappearing down the narrow entranceway 
that led to the door. Bruce lifted his head, frowning when he saw the feather on his chest. The sound of the 
door opening made him forget the feather. In fact, it made him forget everything except the panic that rushed 
through him at the thought of having the waiter see him as he was. 

He could hear Steve talking, but the pounding of his heart drowned out the actual words, his head lifted as 
high as he could to watch, waiting for the moment the cart would come into view, then the face of a 


stranger, the shock of seeing him laying there tied as he was, with a plug in his arse, his dick... 


When the edge of the cart came into view Bruce moaned and dropped his head, his face flushed, shaking in 


fear and anticipation and... 


And then he realized Steve hadn't let him in, he had taken the cart at the door and wheeled it in himself. The 
amused expression told Bruce he knew exactly what was going through his mind. Steve maneuvered the cart 
close to the bed, taking the covers off the food and stacking them on the desk, bringing the straight backed 
chair over and setting it opposite Bruce. Taking a seat, he picked up the carafe of coffee and poured himself a 
cup, fixing it the way he liked and taking a sip before salting something on his plate, the sight of a nicely 
browned chip making Bruce's mouth water as Steve shoved it past his lips, chewing and paying no attention to 


the loud rumbling sounds coming from Bruce's stomach as the smell of the food wafted to him. 


Steve suddenly snapped his fingers. "Bit difficult for you to eat from there isn't it?" Getting up, he went to 
Bruce and released his left arm, walking around the table and bed and freeing the right before retaking his 

seat and diving back into his food. Bruce didn't move; he hadn't been given any indication that he was allowed 
and besides, sitting up with the plug still deep in his arse would not make for much comfort. 


Steve glanced at his watch. "You have ten minutes to eat. | wouldn't waste it." 


Somehow Bruce scooted back far enough to rest the very edge of his arse on the bed, his legs cramping, his 

arms so stiff he had trouble bringing them down to his sides. Wincing, he shoved chips into his mouth, chewing 
as fast as he could, stuffing more in even as he swallowed. He wasn't aware of Steve jumping to his feet until 
the table was pushed aside and Steve's hand gripped his hair, yanking him to the floor, Bruce crying out as his 


ankles twisted, crashing down hard on his knees. 

His food was poured onto the floor in front of him, Steve letting go of his hair and stepping back, his disgust 
evident in his voice. "Yer not a bludi animal, but if yer going to act like one you can fucking eat like one too." 
Steve grabbed Bruce's arms and pulled them behind his back. "Clasp yer fingers." Bruce felt the cloth wind 
round his arms, trapping them behind his back. Finished, Steve inspected the bond, giving a satisfied nod. Leaving 
Bruce on the floor, he moved his chair over to the table, deliberately turning his back and continuing his meal. 
Bruce stared at the food, his face burning with humiliation. Knowing that his time was passing, he leaned 
forward, ignoring the pain in his contorted ankles and grabbed a chip with his teeth, sucking it into his mouth 
and chewing. 

Steve glanced over his shoulder and raised an eyebrow. 

No argument. 

No fuss. 


He was learning. 


Steve had been true to his word. After ten minutes he had left his own plate and lifted Bruce by taking hold 
of his hands and raising his arms, forcing him to come up on his knees or have his shoulders ripped from the 
joints. "Time's up." Leaving him on the floor, Steve went back and finished eating, taking his time, sitting partially 
turned in the chair so Bruce could see him raise every bite to his mouth. Watching him drink was the worst, 


Bruce's Tongue running over his lips with every sip of coffee or water. 


Throwing his napkin on the table, Steve picked up the other glass of water and got up, coming to crouch beside 
Bruce and holding the glass to his lips, tilting it and letting him take several swallows before pulling it away. 
Bruce kept his head down, wanting more but unsure how to ask. The caress of Steve's hand against his face 
made him tilt his head to burrow into the touch, glad he wasn't angry for Bruce's mistakes. 


"You have to trust me. You have to let yerself go and know that no matter what, I'm not going to hurt you so 
badly that you won't enjoy it on some level." 


Setting the glass on the floor, Steve untied Bruce's legs and helped him to his feet, leading him into the middle 
of the open part of the room. Steve picked up the glass and gave him another drink, setting the glass on the 
table and coming back to stand in front of him. Putting a hand under his chin, he raised Bruce's face, leaning in 
and kissing him gently, working his tongue past his lips and grinning as Bruce's moan filled his mouth. Turning 
his head, Steve drew Bruce's face into his neck, feeling the heated breath drift over his skin 


A very light touch of his lips met with no resistance from Steve. Bruce let his tongue slip out, licking the 
flesh, a soft sigh from Steve making him bolder, pressing his mouth tight to suck, sweeping his tongue up and 
nipping his earlobe, biting back the groan when Steve's fingers teased the head of his cock. Steve took a step 
back, laughing. "Bludi bastard. Still too fucking bold fer yer own good." 


Steve went around to the bed, coming back with the other sheet and the ball gag, holding it up and inserting it 
as Bruce obediently opened his mouth. Steve fastened the straps and then folded the sheet in a wide strip, 
crouching to wind it around Bruce's legs from ankle to knee, tucking the end in and standing, going back around 
the bed and then to the bags next to the chair, bending over and rummaging until he had several things 


tucked under his arm. 


"Look up.” Bruce raised his head, closing his eyes when a slick cloth was wrapped around his face, blinding him, 


Steve's fingers tying a knot at the back of his head. 
Mute. 

Blind. 

Now all he had left was... 


He jumped when something was inserted in his ear, Steve's voice soft as he told him again. "You have to trust 


me." His heart gradually accelerating, Bruce shuddered when the other ear was filled. 


And he could hear nothing. 
And he couldn't move his arms, or his legs. 


He started at the sharp bite of the clamps on his nipples, Steve's fingers playing with the hair on his chest 
before his touch disappeared. 


And then... 

Nothing. 

And the first flutters of panic wormed their way through him. 
Touches. 

Fingers stroking, the brush of a hand. 

On his face. His chest. His balls cupped and held. 


Bruce's heart was hammering in his chest, his breathing harsh, his flesh jumping as muscles twitched and 
jerked. 


The rasp of a tongue on his thigh. 
A sucking kiss on the tip of his cock. 


A flood of relief and then a slam of pain as the strap around his sac was removed, the orbs palmed and licked, 
shudders ruming through him as his cock twitched and struggled to rise. 


And then again there was nothing. 

Seconds became minutes, minutes becoming hours. 
No sense of space or time. 

Just... 

Nothirg. 


Bruce cried out, his body arching away as something cold pressed against his hole, a burning pain as Steve's 


lubed finger slipped inside him. A few quick strokes and it was taken away, leaving him whimpering for more. 


The first stroke of the whip on his arse made him stumble forward, nearly falling except for the strong arm 
that caught him round the waist and held him for a moment, Steve pressed against his back, soft breaths on 


his neck until he relaxed. 

Steve moved away, the second lash falling, the hits gentle at first, slowly increasing in strength until Bruce's 
arse was on fire, his cock throbbing and jerking inside the sheath, tears of frustration soaking the cloth over 
his eyes as sweat ran over his skin 

Then it stopped. 

No warning, just the anticipation of waiting for the next blow that didn't come. 

A sharp tug on the chain that connected the clamps on his nipples instead. 

A quick squeeze of his balls. 

And then light suddenly filled his vision, the lids closing against the sudden brightness. 

Fingers plucked the blockage from his ears, the gag was removed. 

His bonds were undone, leaving him standing naked, covered in sweat and exhausted. 

And then strong arms surrounded him, pulling him back against a chest that was filled with a steady beat of a 


heart, feeling it in his back, Steve's chin on his shoulder as he released the clamps, letting his hands slide down 


to open the sheath and slide it off Bruce's cock 


He was half led and half carried to the bathroom, propped up against the wall as Steve turned on the shower, 
checking the temperature before helping him in. Quickly stripping off his jeans, Steve stepped in behind him, 


letting Bruce lean against him as the water played over his skin 


His mind still in a daze, he was dimly aware of being turned, the water hitting his back and running down over 
his arse. His body ached, his legs weak and trembling, standing only with the support of Steve's body as his 
head fell forward onto his shoulder. Steve reached around and turned the water off, guiding Bruce from the 
tub and wrapping a towel around him. Lifting his chin, he examined his face, noting that his eyes were Tired, 
but there was no tension, no fear, just a quiet acceptance. 


Steve grabbed another towel and rubbed Bruce's hair, laughing as he swayed. "Can you walk?" 


Bruce nodded, turning to leave the room and promptly staggering sideways. Steve gripped his waist, steadying 
him as he walked him back to the bed. "Hang on" Bruce did just that, sliding his arms around Steve's waist, 
missing the raised eyebrows. Steve removed his towel, using it to give himself a quick rub before giving Bruce 


a gentle push to the side of the bed. Pulling back the blankets, Steve climbed in, holding Bruce's wrist and 


tugging him in to join him. 

Bruce bit his lip, putting his knee on the bed, uncertain of where Steve wanted him. Steve stretched out and 
let him go, watching to see where he would place himself. Bruce stayed where he was for several long 
moments, his shoulders slumped, the physical toll on his body showing in every sagging muscle, the gentle 
rocking as he tried to balance. With a sigh, he got into bed, arranging himself by Steve's legs and resting his 
head on his thigh, his eyes immediately drifting closed. 

Before Steve even had the blankets arranged, he was asleep. 

Steve lay with eyes wide open, his fingers absently smoothing Bruce's hair. 

He was his. 


And he knew it. 


Steve grinned as he closed his eyes. 


Five 


Author's Notes: 
And so it ends. Thanks for reading! 


Bruce came awake to the touch of a cock against his lips. 


With a moan, he opened his mouth, sucking it in, rolling his tongue over the head and pressing it to the roof of 
his mouth, shifting around to get up on his knees and lower his mouth down the velvety skin of the shaft until 
the nest of hair tickled his lips, drawing his head up, his cheeks hollowed by the force of the suck, rubbing the 
underside with his tongue and letting his teeth graze the head before taking it deep again 


Steve gathered his hair, watching through slitted eyes as Bruce's mouth rose and fell on his cock, groaning and 
rolling his hips up as his tongue lashed down the shaft, hissing and letting his head loll back when Bruce's teeth 
raked the rigid flesh. Steve wrapped his legs around Bruce's back, placing his hands on the back of his head and 
fucking his face, driving his cock down his throat in fast, hard thrusts, forcing his head down to accept the 
brutal use of his mouth. 


Gagging, spit dripping down the shaft and from the corners of his mouth, Bruce fought for breath, his lip 
splitting, blood mixing with saliva and precum and smearing over the shaft. Steve hips pounded against his face, 
the strong thighs tight around his ribs, pinning him in place, Steve's balls drawing up, his cock twitching and 
throbbing until with a last powerful thrust, he threw his head back and roared, hot seed filling Bruce's mouth, 
his hips jerking with every spurt of come. 


A violent shudder, Steve's legs falling away as his thighs trembled with the aftershocks of the intense orgasm, 
his head dropping back on the pillows as he panted for breath, Bruce dragging his mouth free and choking, his 
head hanging as he sucked deep breaths. Steve rolled to the edge of the bed, getting up and going into the 
bathroom, the sound of the shower reaching Bruce's ears through the buzzing as his oxygen starved lungs 


continued to take in deep draughts. 


Falling over on his side, Bruce groaned, his own cock hard and aching, his jaw sore, his lip burning where it had 


split. 
But he smiled. 
He had pleased his Master. 


And Master had said if he pleased him, he would be rewarded. 


Six days later and Bruce was back in Hell. 


A show every night, no time to be alone, no time for even a fast blowjob before it was back on the bus, 
knowing he was so close that if Bruce stretched out his arm he could touch him. Or be touched by him. It 
hadn't helped that in the rare moments they had Steve would order him to his knees, holding the back of his 


head and rubbing his crotch over his face, smelling of sweat and lust and that scent that was just Steve. 

And the cock sheath was hidden in his stage clothes some nights, others it would be the ball stretcher, making 
him ache with need, living for those moments when Steve's body would crash against him onstage. Or he would 
catch a moment in the showers and Steve would stare at him, covertly Touching his cock, giving him a leer 
when Bruce would lick his lips and then have to hurry away lest the others see his cock stiffen 

Stolen moments in the bus, when Steve would wrap an arm around him and cruelly manipulate his cock and 
balls, leaving him with a hardon that was painful in its intensity. Bruce would have to run to the small 
bathroom and wet a cloth, pressing it to his groin and willing his cock to soften 

Master had told him he wasn't allowed to come. 

And if the others noticed he wasn't helping himself to the offered delicacies, they never mentioned it. 

But the worst night was when he had gotten out of bed, mind swirling, his body craving release and stumbled 
to the lounge, lost in his misery and missing Steve's control and the taste and smell of him so much he felt 
near to breaking..and then suddenly he was there, hard cock in hand, forcing it into Bruce's mouth and fucking 


him brutally until what seemed like only seconds later he fed him his seed. 


He had given Bruce a quick kiss and pinched his cock through his shorts before sauntering back to his bunk, 
his quiet command drifting back over his shoulder. "Don't touch yer cock" 


Bruce had dragged himself back to his bunk, trying to forget the desire and need in his groin, the taste of 
Steve still thick in his mouth. 


And it only got worse. 


Worse to the point that Bruce would have dropped to his knees and served him at the slightest look, not caring 
who or what was around. 


Worse to the point that when Steve suddenly pressed him against the wall he had begged, begged for his 


touch, his pleasure his pain. 
Oh how he wanted his pain. 


His cock was so sensitive that the slightest touch felt like sandpaper rubbing his skin, his balls so full that 


they felt swollen, even the brush of his shirt over his nipples making him sweat and bite back a moan. 

And when they pulled up in front of the venue one night he waited, pleading with his eyes for Steve to remain 
on the bus until everyone left. And when they did he dropped to his knees and placed his hands on his thighs, 
his head down. 

And he waited, 

The light touch on his head made him groan, shifting forward and laying his head against Steve's thigh. 

He had finally found where he belonged. 

And who he belonged to. 

He was Master's. 

"They've fucked up the rooms again" 

Steve sighed, setting his bag down "Now wot?" 

Davey rolled his eyes. "We were each supposed to have our own room but they're one short." 

Adrian grabbed the blonde in a headlock. "Come on then, guess I'm stuck with you." 

"Hang on, you blokes can have yer own. I'll double wif Bruce." 

Adrian snickered. "Well, he hasn't pissed you off lately, so | guess you aren't planning on killing him in his sleep." 


Davey looked thoughtfully at Steve. "No. In fact, you two have been getting along quite well lately." 


Steve shrugged, spotting Bruce walking toward them. "It was either that or kill each other. And I'm not looking 


to change singers again" 
"Who's changing singers?" 


Davey laughed, throwing his arm around Bruce's shoulders. "Not us! There's a cock up with the rooms. We're 


one short. Ade and | can take the double, but Steve said he was ok taking it with you." 


Bruce was glad that he was wearing sweats. "Well, I'm planning on spending the evening sound asleep and 
knowing you two you'll be looking to entertain, so Steve and | will take the double and give you each your 


privacy." 


Davey gave him a noisy kiss on the cheek, laughing and ducking away from the playful clout. "Perfect!" 

Bruce caught Steve's eyes, his chest tightening when he saw the feral gleam. 

Perfect indeed. 

Bruce was shaking. 

His entire body was vibrating as if an electrical current was thrumming along under his skin 

Steve was still downstairs, talking to Davey and Adrian, so if he hurried... 

Stripping, he folded his clothes into a neat pile, digging though his bag and pulling out the cock sheath and ball 
strap, hissing as he stretched his sac and snapped the ring in place. Sliding the sheath on, he tightened the 
laces, groaning as the leather encompassed the shaft in a very snug grip. Setting his bag next to the dresser 
he hurried to the armchair, turning it slightly to face the beds and then kneeling in front of it, facing the door, 
placing his hands on his thighs and dropping his head. 

And then he waited for Master. 


Steve slid the key in the lock, opening the door and walking straight in to drop the key on the dresser. He pulled 
his wallet out and tossed it there as well, stretching and shrugging out of his jacket, turning to... 


His eyes were immediately drawn to Bruce. 

Naked. 

In position 

Waiting. 

Steve crossed the floor, stopping in front of him. 

Bruce's fingers flexed, the rest of him unmoving. 

Steve grinned when he saw the cock sheath and ball stretcher in place. 


"Get up. Go to the desk, grab the edge, bend over wif yer legs spread" 


Bruce got up on his knees and started for the desk, biting back the cry when Steve put his foot in Bruce's 
chest and knocked him backwards. "Crawl." 


So Bruce crawled. To the desk and then getting to his feet, following Steve's instructions, waiting with his arse 
in the air and his head down. He heard the zipper of Steve's bag followed by the rustle of cloth, his body 
starting to tingle as he felt Steve approach. And then he was blind, the warmth of Steve's body against his 
arm, the tickle of the hair on his chest and stomach rubbing against Bruce's flesh as he tied the cloth over 
his eyes. 


"Who do you belong to?" 


Bruce bit his tongue to keep from answering. Steve nodded, pleased. Leaning closer, he put his mouth nearly 


against Bruce's ear. "I said, who do you belong to?" 
Bruce still didn't answer, the whitening of his knuckles the only indication he had heard. 
"Answer me. Who do you belong to?" 


Bruce felt his cock trying to swell, his body already breaking out in a light sweat in anticipation "I belong to 
you, Master." 


"And to who else?" 

"No one, Master.” 

Steve's hand closed cruelly around his cock "And who does this belong to?" 
Bruce gritted his teeth, his hips bucking forward. "It belongs to you, Master: 


Still squeezing and pulling his cock, Steve brought the whip down across his arse. Bruce groaned, throwing his 
head back, the first ripples of pleasure spreading out from his groin. Steve struck him again, his grip shifting 
down to Bruce's balls, tugging and pulling on the sac, twisting it until Bruce opened his mouth in a soundless 


scream, the whip falling in hard lashes over his arse and thighs. 


Bruce's head fell forward when Steve stopped, his ribs rising and falling with his rapid breaths. "Take the 
sheath off." Bruce's hands fumbled with the ties, having to do everything by feel, finally freeing the laces and 
loosening the tube, sliding it off and setting it on the desk before curling his fingers back around the edge. 


And then Steve laid into him, the strokes harder and faster than before, hitting his arse, curling around his 
thighs, the angle changing as Steve moved behind him. And then the strips of leather hit his cock and balls. 
Pain ripped through him, his cock throbbing and stiffening as his heart pounded, a low keen filling the room as 
Steve struck him over and over, from the top of his arse to the back of his knees, on his hips, his cock, his 


balls, the front of his thighs. 


The forced celibacy of his Master and the lack of opportune moments since his last mind numbing orgasm had 
Bruce hard as diamonds and dripping rapidly, his balls swinging as his body jerked under the blows, his hips 
fucking the air, tears of painful pleasure leaking from his eyes. 


He struggled for control, the strap around his balls keeping him from coming with any ease, the passion of his 
Master as he whipped him nearly overriding the device as he panted and groaned, his nails digging into the 
wood as the lash struck the head of his cock, wrapping around it and yanking it to the side before they were 
ripped away. The leather was soft, but it felt as if it were tipped in steel, the skin so sensitive that each 


stroke forced more precum from the slit. 


An arm snaked around his waist, the rough denim of Steve's jeans pressing against him, grinding into the 


burning skin, his cock an iron bar that pushed into Bruce's cleft. 


"Yer mine. And you've been good. Finding you like this tonight tells me you know yer place and fer that you get 


a reward." 

Steve stepped back, throwing the whip aside. Bruce shuddered, waiting, not moving, not making a sound. 

Steve grinned. "I'm going to fuck you." Deft fingers removed the blindfold. "Don't move." 

Bruce stood still, his body racked with occasional tremors. He heard Steve doing something behind him, then 
the sound of a zipper before several rustles of cloth. "Bruce. Come here." He started to lower himself, stopping 
when Steve hissed. "No. Walk." Bruce turned obediently and started for the beds, stopping between, unsure 
which one to get into, unwilling to raise his eyes without Master's permission. "Bruce, look at me." And Bruce 
raised his head. 

Steve was laying on the bed, naked, his cock as hard as Bruce's, the head slick, a faint smile on his face. Biting 
back his groan, Bruce slid into the bed, curling around and resting his head on Master's thigh, closing his eyes 
at the first touch of rough fingers on his cheek. 

"Come here." 

Bruce slid up the bed, laying on his side facing his Master. 

Steve studied his eyes, the soft chocolate full of lust, and desire... 

And trust. 

With a low groan, Steve cupped the back of his head and rolled him onto his back, bending over him and 


claiming his mouth. Opening his mouth, Bruce sucked at Master's tongue, his hands clenched into fists at his 
sides, wanting to touch him so badly but not wanting to lose his reward. Steve raised his head, bringing his 


hand up and running his finger over Bruce's jaw. "Wot's wrong?" 


Bruce shook his head, opening his eyes and trying to convey how badly he wanted Master to keep going, to kiss 


him again, to touch him, to fuck him. 
Steve grinned. "You can talk." 

‘| want to touch you." 

"So touch me. You've earned yer reward." 


Bruce's hands slid up Steve's chest, fingers combing through the hair and searching for his nipples, finding the 
hard points and stroking them with his fingers, his leg curling over Steve's hip to pull him closer, groaning 
when their cocks brushed. Steve's hand slid between them, cupping Bruce's balls and bouncing them lightly, 
hissing when Bruce's fingers pulled on his nipples, his hips bucking up. Steve's fingers moved up to the strap, 
ready to loosen it, stopping when Bruce shook his head wildly. 


"No, please, leave it! I'll come if you take it off!" 


Steve slid down Bruce's body, again cupping his balls, this time lowering his head and sucking one into his 
mouth, hearing Bruce's shriek of pain, fingers tangling in his hair and holding his head as he rolled it in his 
mouth, curling his tongue and licking the flesh, sucking gently and then letting it pop free only to suck the 


other one in. 


Bruce's eyes rolled back in his head, his cock swelling even more, pressing against his stomach, the feel of 
Master's mouth a torture so delicious he felt his head begin to swim. When the strap opened, Bruce cried out, 
arching up off the bed the spike of pain slamming through his balls, white hot shards radiating out and 


slamming through him as Steve's mouth closed over his cock. 

The heat, the slick rasp of his tongue and Bruce lost control, snarling as his hips slammed upwards, his come 
erupting into Steve's mouth, splashing against his palate and coating his tongue. Steve swallowed; with the 
length of time since Bruce's balls had been emptied it seemed like the thick spurts would never stop, Bruce's 


hips thrusting up with every shot until with a last shudder he fell back on the mattress, gasping for air, 


muscles twitching as colored spots continued to dance before his eyes. 
And then it hit him. 

Master had not told him to come. 

And he had come. 


Hard. 


So hard, in fact, his head hurt. 


Bruce moaned and rolled onto his side away from Steve, pulling himself toward the edge of the bed and sitting 
up slowly to swing his legs over the side. 


"Bruce?" 

‘lm sorry." 

"Fer wot?" Steve moved across the bed and wrapped his arm around Bruce's chest. "Why are you sorry?" 
"| came." 


Steve was torn between laughing in triumph at the total surrender of the strong man that sat before him or 


sympathizing with the utter despair in his voice. "Bruce, you were supposed to come." 
"You didn't tell me | could." 


"| didn't tell you that you couldn't.” Now Steve did laugh, stroking Bruce's chest and resting his face against his 


neck. "This is when you get your pleasure. That's yer reward." 
"| didn't disappoint you?" 
"No, not a bit." 


Bruce turned his head, his eyes slipping closed as the warmth of Steve's breath washed over his cheek. "You 
still want to fuck me?" 


If you get your arse back here | do." 

Bruce opened his eyes, staring into Steve's. 

"Thank you, Master." 

Steve lay back on the bed, tucking his arm behind his head and waiting, a small smile playing over his lips as 
Bruce's eyes raked his body, stopping at his groin and staring at the hard cock, a soft moan coming from him 
as he turned and crawled back to Steve, his hand wrapping round the shaft as he lowered his head. Steve 
wrapped his hand in Bruce's hair, holding it at the nape of his neck and watching as his head lifted and lowered 
over his cock, lips soft but tight, his tongue never stopping as it teased and licked. 


Steve tugged Bruce's hair. "Stop." 


Bruce lifted his head, running his tongue over his lips and staring down, waiting. 


"Bruce." Steve let go of his hair, cupping the back of his neck and letting his thumb rub small circles over his 
skin Bruce shook his head, his teeth catching his lower lip, a war of emotions being fought within him. Steve 
sat up, leaning to rest his forehead against Bruce's temple. "It's alright. | just don't want to come yet." 


‘lm sorry." 
Steve snorted. "Fer wot? Being so good at sucking my dick you make me come?" 


A tentative smile flitted over Bruce's face. Steve rolled his eyes and grabbed him, flipped him round onto his 
back and straddling his thighs, grasping his wrists and pinning them above his head with one hand, using the 
other to drag his fingertips over Bruce's ribs. First a snort, then a squirm, more movement and laughter as 
Steve dug his fingers in, letting go of Bruce's wrists and using both hands to tickle him mercilessly. 


Bruce wrapped his legs around Steve's waist, trying to fight him off between fits of laughter until both men 
were breathing hard and red faced. Steve propped himself with his forearms resting on either side of Bruce's 
head, grinning down at him. "Better?" 


Bruce nodded. "Yeah. Much." 


Steve rocked his hips, letting his cock rub against Bruce's, his own breathed sound of pleasure mixing with the 
man's under him. Dropping his head, he traced the line of Bruce's jaw with the tip of his tongue, dipping lower 
to nip the flesh of his neck and leave a line of sucking kisses to his ear, blowing out and laughing when Bruce 


shuddered. 


Bruce's hands stroked the lean muscles down Steve's back, feeling them play under his fingers as Steve's 
mouth continued its slow, lazy exploration of his neck, drifting down to the hollow of his throat and lower still, 
finding a nipple and tugging the hair around it before lapping and rolling it with his tongue, his fingers pulling 
and teasing over the other until Bruce moaned and arched. Steve switched, bringing the buds to hard points 


before levering himself up and reaching for the bottle of lube he had placed on the table next to the bed. 


Sitting up on his knees, he lay the bottle beside him and placed Bruce's feet against his shoulders, moving 
forward until Bruce's hips rolled up on the bed. Retrieving the lube, he flipped open the cap and poured some 
on his fingers, rubbing it round to warm it before sliding his hand down to press his fingers against Bruce's 


arse. 


Bruce pressed down, opening himself as Steve pushed two fingers inside him, chuckling when Bruce yelped, his 
cock twitching as the pain turned to a burn. Bruce bared his teeth in a grin, rocking down to meet Steve's 
fingers, moaning against his mouth as Steve leaned over and drew him into another kiss, his tongue gentle as 
his fingers withdrew and thrust forward again. 


Bruce fumbled between them, wrapping his hand around both their cocks and stroking, his stiffening again as it 
pressed against the hard heat of Steve's. His legs bent till his thighs pressed to his chest, hips high, his arse 


completely exposed as Steve fucked him with his fingers, twisting inside him, curling them and making Bruce 


jerk underneath him. 


Turning his head, Bruce tasted Steve's flesh, licking the sweat from his skin, breathless pleas for more 
combining with groans as Steve's fingers pushed against the ridge inside him. Easing his fingers out, Steve 
braced his hands on the bed and shifted down, pulling his cock from Bruce's hand and letting the head drag 
over his balls and into the cleft until it found the ring. Bruce slid his hand down between his legs, managing to 
curl his fingers around the base of Steve's shaft, ignoring the flash of pain in his contorted muscles and 
holding him steady as Steve drove his cock forward, filling Bruce with a long thrust until the only part of his 


cock that was not inside was in Bruce's hand. 


Bruce moved his hand away, gripping Steve's hip as he thrust the last bit inside, holding still and watching the 
flickers of pleasure and pain on Bruce's face, his eyes tightly shut. Steve rose back on his knees, taking Bruce's 
ankles and guiding them apart to wrap around his waist, feeling the powerful thighs tighten around him as he 
drew his cock back, leaving the tip inside before driving forward again, fucking him with long, painfully slow 
strokes. 


Touching, stroking, as gentle and giving as he had been harsh and demanding, the other side to the coin that 
Bruce had so craved. For all of the pain and the pleasure it had brought, the careful invasion and claiming of 
his body was a level of intimacy with his Master that he had never dreamed of enjoying, let alone earning and 


the fact that his master wanted to please him for his reward made it that much more intense. 


He was filled. Not just with Master's cock stretching the walls inside him, rubbing against the soft heat, gliding 


over the ridge and making him tremble and moan, but everywhere, filled with pleasure and lust and... 

Thoughts scattered as Steve thrust hard, bringing a cry and causing Bruce to buck up against him. 

A scrape of teeth on his neck, the rasp of a tongue and then firm lips pressing his, Steve's tongue seeking his, 
more of the deliberate pushes of Steve's cock, Bruce's trapped between their bodies, pressed between hair and 
burning flesh as they slipped back and forth, sweat mingling as their joined bodies moved in slow cadence. 
Steve's hands held his head, forcing him to stare into the intense dark brown eyes, the steady movement of 
his hips somehow not as devastating to Bruce's mind as the expression on his face, a feeling inside him that 
spread through his body, his fingers digging into Steve's back as he whimpered, his chest being wrapped in a 


vise that closed around him like a band of steel. 


"Please." 


Steve dipped his head and flicked his tongue over the hollow in Bruce's throat, catching the sweat that had 


gathered there. "Please wot?" 


Bruce swallowed, the motion felt by Steve's lips as the dragged up his throat. "More." 


"More wot?" This against Bruce's cheek, words quiet, the breath that drifted over his face warm. 
"More of you." 
Steve lifted his head, again locked eyes with Bruce. His hips stilled, his cock buried inside Bruce, neither moving. 


Bruce felt Steve withdraw, holding for a moment until Bruce arched up and moaned. And then he rammed his 


hips forward. 


As gentle as it had been, now it was fast and hard, furious stabs of Steve's cock making him wail, frantically 
pounding up to meet him. Bruce didn't realize that tears were running down over the side of his face, wetting 
his hair, Steve's tongue lapping the skin to taste them as he fucked Bruce deep, sounds of slapping flesh and 
harsh breaths combining into a rising tide of pleasure that started out at the base of their spines, Bruce's 
eyes rolling back as his head tipped, crying out when Steve's teeth snapped on his throat until with several 
hard bucks, his cock swelled and spilled his come between them, his arse clamping down around Steve's cock as 
he roared, his back arching as he ground his crotch against Bruce and came, hot splashes of seed filling the 


passage around his cock. 

Steve's body crashed down on his, both fighting for breath, for sanity, for the last remnants of their 
shattered minds to hold on, hearts pounding against each other, glittering aftershocks sending tremors through 
them as colorful spots slowly faded behind closed lids. Easing his hips back, Steve withdrew, grinning at the 
mumbled protest as Bruce felt empty with the loss of his cock. Rolling onto his back, Steve threw his arm 


over his eyes, not moving until he felt Bruce shift away. 


Letting his head fall to the side he frowned, his fingers running over the strong back that was sliding toward 
the edge of the bed. "Where are you going?" 


Bruce bit his lip, his hand coming up to wipe the sweat and tears from his face. "On the floor, Master." 
Steve caught his arm. "Come here." 


Bruce turned and rolled back next to him, closing his eyes as Steve drew him against his side. Laying his head 
on Master's chest, Bruce sighed, his hand resting lightly on his stomach. 


Steve stroked his hair. "You can sleep here." 

Bruce's voice was muffled by Steve's chest. "Thank you, Master." 
Steve grinned. 

"Yer welcome." 


Control? Maybe you think so onstage, but from this moment on, you know that you're mine. 


From here to eternity 


Closing his eyes, Steve let Bruce's soft, even breaths lull him to sleep. 


